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Toxicity 


Tommy kept it together until they got off-stage; then he handed his guitar to a tech and stormed off down 
the hall, cursing under his breath. 


Glenn motioned for everyone else to stay back, then went after him, wiping his face with a towel as he went. 


He had a feeling about what had set Tommy Bolin off. 


Ever since they started this tour, Deep Purple had to adjust to the new normal: a seething pit of psychotic 
fans in the front, trying to drag David by the ankles into their midst, with one or two bravos who would rush 
the stage to lay a finger upon their rock gods; starry-eyed girls with kissable lips; dealers lurking about the 
exits; and always a few loud-mouths who would interrupt Tommy's solos with bellows of "Where's Ritchie! We 
want Richie!" 


Glenn had been shouted down himself, for the unspeakable crime of not being Roger Glover. But it got to 
Tommy -- it really got to Tommy. He'd been flipping birds at the hecklers all night. Bad vibes, bad vibes. 


Sure enough, Glenn found him leaning with his forehead against the wall at the far end of the hallway. Glenn 


hummed softly, so Tommy would recognize his voice and not be startled, and sidled in next to him, nudging 


against his shoulder. "Ey Tom, tell me who's been givin’ you such a headache, and I'll crack ‘im in the teeth." 


Tommy turned his head just enough so that one eye could peek out from a tangle of multi-colored hair. 
"Snothing you can do," he sniffled, before pushing off the wall and turning ‘round, his back flat to the wall and 
his shoulder again pressed to Glenn's. He stared at his feet. "Ritchie left them. Why they gotta blame me for 


him walking out on them?" 


"Don't waste your breathe on those buggers! Not one of them is fit to string your guitar -- one of ‘em gets 


a rude gesture from you and he goes home thinkin’ it's the greatest moment of his life." 


Tommy fiddled with the scarf at his neck. "Do you think the English fans will ever accept me?" There were 
some who thought it a travesty to bring an American guitarist into a very British rock band. Glenn thought 
this was madness. Why everyone didn't love Tommy like he did was the eternal mystery of his life. 


"So you've got an accent. What's the matter with that?" Glenn decided to try for a little humor. "Have you 
heard David lately? That accents the fakest thing I've ever heard. A couple of years ago, he was a nice boy 
scout in Yorkshire, and now he's turnin’ into Roger Moore!" 

Despite himself, Tommy began giggling, that beautiful smile gracing his face; he was really a handsome lad. 
Satisfied that he'd put Tommy at ease, Glenn reached out and pulled him into an embrace. "All better now? No 
more fuss over silly ol Blackmore?" Glenn murmured into his ear. 

Tommy was a couple of inches taller than him, so he had to stoop a bit to rest his head on Glenn's shoulder. 
Glenn was rather touched that Tommy not only let himself be held like this, but went out of his way to cuddle 


in closer. 


They pulled apart, and Tommy brushed at nonexistent wrinkles in his clothing. "Thanks for talking it out with 
me," he said. "It did make me feel a bit better." 


Glenn frowned. "But something's still eatin’ at you." 
"l-l can't talk about it” Tommy chewed at his lip. 


"Please do. Else itll bother me all day and all night” Glenn meant it, too. He could fuss and obsess with the best 
of them. 


Tommy sighed and looked down the hall. "Can we talk about it back at the hotel?" he asked. 
"Of course!" 
They walked together to the dressing room to change, grab a bite to eat, and consult with their road manager 


and techs about tomorrow's schedule. Then they were bundled into a car and transported to the hotel. As 


always, Glenn and Tommy shared a room, so they headed up like normal. The hotel room was mind-numblingly 


dull. Ugly, cheap furniture, a painting of something crass on the walls, and a TV that emitted a curious buzzing 
sound when turned on. They couldn't bear such conditions, so Tommy quickly opened his spare guitar case -- 
packed as always with cocaine -- and cut two lines for them on the desk. 

A beautiful high settled over them. Glenn sat down on the bed and stretched and sighed. He and Tommy made 
eye contact and for some reason they both fell into a fit of giggles. Glenn felt pleasantly flushed, but noted 
that the mirth didn't seem to reach Tommy's eyes. 


Glenn asked him, "All right then, what else has been on your mind?" 


Tommy had obviously been hoping Glenn had forgotten all about their earlier conversation. He grimaced and 


tugged at his hair. "Do we have to talk about this now?" 
"You know a better time? Let's get on with it" 


"Okay! Damn!" Tommy flopped down onto the other bed and buried his face in the pillow. He mumbled, "Muh 
dickduh sent wuk" 


"Come again?" Glenn went to sit beside him on Tommy's bed. 

Tommy huffed, lifted his head from the pillow, and almost shouted, "I said, my dick doesn't work! There, 
happy?" His face was red with mortification. He clapped his hands over his eyes, as though to hide from the 
world. 

"What d'you mean your dick -- how long has this been going on?" 

"For almost a month," groaned Tommy. "l-I can't get hard, okay? It's really embarrassing. Girls have tried to 
blow me, really cute girls, and nothing. Nothing! | can't even jerk off" He rolled around on the bed, back and 


forth. "| wanna come so bad and | can't." 


Glenn was aghast. This sounded like torture! Had some witch cast black magic to kill Tommy's libido? "Have 


you," he swallowed, "have you tried the other route?" 
Tommy removed his hands from his eyes so he could blink at Glenn in confusion "What other route?" 


"Oh, come now! Haven't you ever had a bird, and she's working your dick in her mouth, and she slips a finger 


into you?" 
The look on Tommy's face clearly said that no, he had not. 


"It feels bloody brilliant," said Glenn, reminiscing about a particularly wild night a month or two ago. "And you 


don't need your dick for that." 


"And how," said Tommy in a measured voice, "am | supposed to ask a girl to do that to me?" 

"You could try it on yourself first,” suggested Glenn. "See if you like it. Maybe your knob will wake up." 
Suddenly excited by this plan, he snapped his fingers and said, "Wait!" Hopping off the bed, he dug through his 
bag till he produced a tiny jar of Vaseline. He tossed it to Tommy with a crow of success. 


Tommy caught the jar and his mouth fell open in amazement. "You really think | should do this?" 


It can't hurt to try. Slick your fingers up real good and give yourself--" Glenn made a sort of hand gesture 
to demonstrate what he was getting at. "Look, just go in the bathroom and try. I'll be right ‘ere if you need 


me. 
Tommy stood up and walked, as if in a daze, into the bathroom. The door clicked and locked. Glenn sat back 
down on his bed and waited patiently. Truth be told, he was a little amazed that Tommy had gone along with 
his plan. He must really trust Glenn, or else he was truly desperate to get off -- probably both. 


A few minutes passed; he heard the rustling of some clothes and then a couple of minutes of silence. Then: 


"Glen?" 

"Yes, mate?" In a flash, Glenn was by the bathroom door. 

"|, uh, | got my fingers in me," said Tommy through the door. 
"Does it feel good?" Glenn asked him. 


"Yeah, it feels.. good." Tommy sounded a little broken and desperate. “But it's kinda awkward, uh, like | can't 
really get, um, deep enough" 


Glenn pondered on this a minute. "Tom, unlock the door and I'll come in" 

A squeak. "You'll wha?!" 

"| just want to help," Glenn assured him through the door. "Do you trust me?" 

A rustling sound, then the door unlocked. Glenn slowly pushed the door open and stepped in to find Tommy 
kneeling on a towel on the bathroom floor, the jar of Vaseline on the sink. He was naked -- they'd seen each 
other naked before, climbing fences and going skinny-dipping in neighborhood pools back in LA. Tommy looked up 
at him with hopeful eyes, then blushed. Glenn knelt down beside him. 


"Do you want me to help you?" 


Tommy blushed harder, but said, "I'll try anything, man. | need to come so bad. It's like | got dynamite in me, 
ready to go off." 


Something clenched deep in Glenn's core. 


“All right," whispered Glenn. He reached up for the jar of Vaseline and slicked his own fingers. "l'm not goin’ to 
hurt you. | promise. If you want me to stop, just say stop." 


Tommy tried to speak, but settled for nodding. Glenn motioned him to his feet. Catching a qlimpse of their 
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reflections in the mirror, Tommy turned away to face the shower stall. 


This was probably the strangest thing Glenn had ever done for a friend in his life. But poor Tommy -- if 
anyone deserved to just feel good for a few minutes, it was dear Tommy. He made soft, cooing sounds, the 
sort of sounds Glenn would use to coax virgins to open up to him, and began to stroke Tommy's flank with the 
back of his hand. He could feel Tommy stiffen under his touch, and then just a moment later, relax; Glenn 
stepped closer and purred into Tommy's ear. His right hand slipped between Tommy's cheeks and a finger 
brushed over his hole. He could feel and hear Tommy's sharp intake of breath. 


"Oh my god," gasped Tommy. 


"You're all right,” said Glenn. His finger circled over that tight hole, then probed in just a bit. Tommy widened 
his stance a bit, opening himself up more. Thrilled by this response, Glenn slipped his finger inside. 


He paused to let Tommy adjust to the intrusion. Sweat was now pouring down Tommy's neck and shoulders, he 
was now shaking a bit, but he kept easing himself open, as though begging Glenn to go further. "Feels good," 
Tommy said. 


Glenn tried pumping his finger a couple of times, enraptured by the response of Tommy's body. He was so soft 
inside and he pivoted just a bit, turning his body in to Glenn's so that he could rest his head on Glenn's 
shoulder like before. Glenn tilted his head to press their cheeks together. 


"More," Tommy whispered. 


Glenn obliged him. He added a second finger, and was rewarded when Tommy cried out, his hands clamping onto 
Glenn's hips and pulling him closer. Glenn was feeling a rush from the soles of his feet to the tightening of his 
throat. He got a little rougher, fucking Tommy's hole with long, hard thrusts of his fingers. Tommy shivered 
and shook and clutched at him. his fingernails dug into Glenn almost painfully. 


"Oh, fuck. I'm getting hard. Oh." They both looked down between them, and sure enough, Tommy's dick was 
starting to stiffen up. It was Glenn's turn to blush; his own dick was eagerly rising up to meet Tommy's. No 


sense in pretending this wasn't affecting him as well. 


"Sthat what you need?" Glenn asked, pressing their cheeks together again. His tongue flicked out, tasting the 
salty sweat on Tommy's jawline. He twisted his fingers inside him, making Tommy cry out. 


"Yes, | need it!" Tommy was wild-eyed, the prospect of finally coming driving him mad. "I need more, | need.. | 


need..." 
Glenn swallowed thickly. "Tom, come lie on the bed." 
"What?" Tommy bucked back against his fingers, trying to get just a bit more friction, a bit more stimulation 


Lie on the bed and I'll make you feel so good" He slipped his fingers free and for a moment Glenn thought 
Tommy might actually cry. Instead, he pulled himself together and followed Glenn out of the bathroom. Snagging 
the jar of Vaseline as they went, Glenn patted the bed and dropped down on one edge. 


Tommy stretched out before him on his belly, still trembling -- nerves and arousal. His eyes were still wild 
and begging. Glenn quickly slicked up his fingers again and slid them back in Tommy bowed his back, sucking in 
air through his teeth. Glenn's eyes roved the length of his body, from the dyed strands of hair sticking to his 
neck and shoulders, down the length of his spine to the cleft of his buttocks and his trembling thighs. 


His own body throbbed with need. With his free hand, Glenn began unbuttoning his trousers. 

"Do you trust me?" Glenn asked Tommy again. 

Panting, Tommy looked over his shoulder at Glenn, even as his body bucked back into Glenn's fingers. He was 
desperate for stimulation Even through the haze of his desperation and his lingering coke high, he saw the 

disheveled state of Glenn's clothing and his eyes went wide. "What are you doin?" 

For some reason, Glenn was fixated on the tiny scar on Tommy's lip. He wanted to kiss him, badly. "Tom, will 
you let me.. | know my fingers feel good, but | can make you feel better. | know | can. If you'll have me." He 


couldn't help it; he slipped his free hand into his unbuttoned trousers and squeezed himself. He was feeling 


about as needy as Tommy right now. 

Very softly, Tommy asked, "Will it hurt?" 

"| don't know," admitted Glenn. "The birds seem to love it" 

Tommy got his hands under him and raised up to his hands and knees. Glenn removed his fingers just long 
enough to strip out of his clothes, popping buttons and flinging his trousers across the room, where they 
knocked over a lamp. 

"Go slowly," Tommy told him. 

He worked his thumb back in, and then Glenn tried to get positioned. He'd been hard for ages and between his 


desperation and the newness of this experience, he was fumbling. Much to his amazement, Tommy reached 


behind him and helped guide Glenn to the right place. 


He removed his thumb and pushed in as slowly as he possibly could, breaching that ring of muscle. Tommy 
hissed, then bowed his back again; Glenn went back to stroking his flanks and murmuring softly. God, he felt 
incredible. So warm and tight, like his body was welcoming Glenn home. He tried a thrust, and got a cry from 


Tommy that had a note of pain but also a note of something else. Intriguing. 


"Oh fuck, don't stop," gasped Tommy. He reached back with one hand and clutched at Glenn's hand where it 
rested on his hip. Confused at first, Glenn let him guide his hand down to the thatch of hair between Tommy's 
legs. His hand brushed against Tommy's dick. He was hard as a rock now; the anal stimulation had absolutely 
woken his dick up. 


Glenn tightened his grip on him, grateful for the slick still on his hands. Tommy let out a wild cry and pushed 


back against him. "Please more, please more," he chanted like a mantra. 


Right now, Glenn would've done anything Tommy asked of him if it meant he kept making those sounds. He 
thrust in again, hard enough to make his balls slap, while jerking Tommy with one hand. The other hand was 
still griping Tommy's hip. Tommy was bracing himself now with both hands against the bed, his legs being 
pushed further apart as Glenn fucked into him. The full-body sensory experience was sending Glenn into a 
frenzy. He was still high on the coke, as turned on as he'd ever been in his life, and balls-deep in a very warm, 
willing body. Tommy looked gorgeous -- his skin with its undertones of brown and gold, his multicolored strands 
of hair, his musky scent pouring off him. 


Glenn had never jerked someone else's cock before, and he was a little worried that he was hurting Tommy, 
but Tommy kept panting and pleading with him for more. He squeezed at the base and then slid his hand up to 
the tip; a cry wrenched out of Tommy's throat and then he was saying, "Oh I'm coming," even as his body 
tightened around Glenn 


Glenn watched in awe as Tommy came under him, his dick pulsing in his hand as his body writhed in release. He 
must've needed this so badly. Anxious to come as well, Glenn drove in a little roughly, and his eyes welled up 


as his own orgasm came over him. His senses fell apart; he felt released from his body. 


After what felt like an eternity but was probably only a minute or two, Glenn realized he was slumped over 
Tommy on the bed. It was a miracle he hadn't crushed him. Tommy was snoring softly under him; he must've 
been exhausted after love. Glenn was still inside him; he pulled out to see his seed painting Tommy's ass and 
thighs. They were such a mess! There was no blood, though, so Glenn breathed a prayer of thanks to whoever 
invented Vaseline. He shifted so he could lay beside Tommy and pulled the scratchy blanket over them. Settling 
in, Glenn indulged himself and soaked in the sight of Tommy's sleeping face. He brushed a knuckle against 
Tommy's lip, then leaned in and pressed a kiss to that little scar. 


